by James McNew 


With the winter 1991 release of their 
Space Mountain LP (on Alias Records), 
Hypnolovewheel were finally lifted above 
the seamy underworld of smoky rock 
clubs and college ' 
radio DJs wearing \ 

Big Black t-shirts a Rpg 
begging for IDs. 
Now their myriad 
fans can witness a 
live performance at 
any of this great 
nation’s hockey 
rinks, amusement 
parks or speedways; 
their records can be 
purchased in virtual- 
ly every type of 
retail store; and the 
Dial-MTV smash hit 
“| Dream of Jeannie” 
is still showing 
every day at 6 p.m. It is estimated that by 
the time you are reading this, some 90 to 
120 fans will have been injured or lost their 
lives in riots while in line for the new Hyp- 
nolovewheel single, “Wow” (also on Alias). 
Recently, | caught up with them on their 
way to the racquet club and asked if | could 
interview them for New Route, and here's 
what they said to me: 

io 

“Tow dare you?” 

“Get that thing outa my face!” 

“Sonny! Red! Get me the hell out of here!” 

Well, there goes that angle. | guess I'll 
have to go the boring, honest route. I’ve 
been a Hypnolovewheel fan since hearing 
their Turn! Turn! Burn! debut LP a few 
years back. [hey are the most texturally 
pleasing and imaginative two-guitar band 
I know. Here is a list of bands whose finest 
qualities they embody in each of their 
songs: Love, Buzzcocks, Captain Beefheart, 
Monkeys, early Eno, Pop Group. That's 
enough for now. 

I first met Hypnolovewheel at a barbecue 
at Dave Rick's (King Missile) house in 
Brooklyn on a rainy Sunday afternoon. 
Here are some things | know about them. 
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—Hypnolovewheel 


Guitarist Steve Hunking, Aries, lives in 
Hoboken, NJ. He drives a bronze VW Bug. 
His wife, Danna, is a really good actress, 
and she makes an amazing banana cream 
pie, too. They have a big, slobbery dog 
named Budder. When Steve first heard 
“Jesus Was a Lep- 
rechaun” by 
Snakefinger, he was 
sure he was going to 
hell for listening to 
it. Steve has nothing 
to say about the 
“Jasper Johns inci- 
dent.” 

Bassist Dan 
Cuddy, Gemini, also 
lives in Hoboken, 
NJ. He is the most 
™ recent member of 
the band to acquire 
a driver's license. 
Dan's _ honest-to- 
goodness day job is 
at Marvel Comics, where he was the assis- 
tant editor of Spiderman and now works on 
such titles as The loxic Avenger. He falls 
down on stage sometimes. Dan gets his 
hair cut “that way.” 

Drummer Peter Walsh, Sagittarius, lives 
in Manhattan. | once watched him eat four 
bowls of several different types of break- 
fast cereals all mixed together. | have pic- 
tures. Peter does not own a car, but has a 
license. He knows Flavor Flav personally. 
Peter directed the “1 Dream of Jeannie’ 
video, and is generally the wheeler-dealer 
of the band. He can beat Budder at “Toss- 
Across” anytime, anywhere. 

Guitarist Dave Ramirez, Aries, is current- 
ly “between cars.” He and his wife, Susan, 
live in Brooklyn with their three cats, Boot- 
sy, semolina and Olive Oyl. As a child, 
Dave once ate an entire jar of Pals vitamins 
in one sitting. Every year at their apartment, 
Dave and Susan throw a Mardi Gras party 
that makes their neighbors hate them, and 
every year, Dan throws up at it. Dave pro- 
nounces the word “breakfast” as “breftix.” 


In his spare time, James McNew plays bass in 
Christmas and Yo La Tengo. 
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Meat Puppets 


by Joab Jackson 


I suspect that if you sat most people 
down and pointed out their exact size in 
relation to the entire universe (infinitely 
small), along with their exact significance 
to that universe (none), they would feel 
quite hopeless. Some might even become 
depressed about it. 

Not so with The Meat Puppets. In fact, 
they celebrate man’s unimportance to the 
cosmos, and mercilessly mock those souls 
seeking grandeur. “Human critters,” and 
“my fellow rodents,” is how bassist Cris 
Kirkwood describes the human species. 
“Society's gotten to a certain point now 
where ‘life is so precious, we're such great 
little creatures,” Cris says. 

Reducing humanity and their rule books 
to absurdity is not as nihilistic as it may 
first appear. Actually, it leaves an incredi- 
ble openness for creativity. Exploring this 
openness is what The Puppets are all 
about. “The band is just a forum for our 
self indulgence, a continuation of our hav- 
ing been extremely spoiled little monsters,” 
Cris explains. 

The Puppets were hatched in Phoenix. 
“Before the band even had a title, we 
played at a friend’s house in his living 
room, Cris recalls. “He announced us as 
The Rash, which | 
thought was a great 
Name fle called his 
house the Magic King- 
dom. [his was back in 
1980, January,” 

Kechristened The Meat 
Puppets, they soon head- 
ed out to the L.A. punk 
scene, hooking up with 
Sol records in 61. [hey 
cranked out eight albums 
over the next nine years, 
including such sonically. 


frenzied chunks as Up on the un Monies 


and Huevos. They also started touring unre- 


;_lentingly. “We did our first national tour in 


‘82, and back then some of the gigs would 
be in people’s living rooms. Plenty of gigs 
were done by local people who just found 
some place they could rent and put on a 
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show,” Cris explains. 

“Over the last few years, the circuit has 
developed itself,” Cris continues. And so 
the band spent much of the ‘80s touring, 
eventually trading their van up for a RV, 
and building up the ranks of their follow- 
ers, all without the support (or constric- 
tion) of a major label. Cris boasts, “This 
band managed to do this thing, play music 
without really having to conform with the 
demands of the industry, and now the 
industry has come around to include us in 
it.” The specific part of the industry who 
showed interest was London Records, who 
signed them last year, resulting in a new 
album entitled Forbidden Places. 

With the big bucks backing, how does 
Forbidden Places compare with their gonzo 
SSI stock? “Well, the last album we made 
out of candied yak, and this album is a big 
mound of white chocolate dipped dippety 
doo and shaped into a bust of Grover 
Cleveland,’ Cris summarizes, with distaste 
for such questions. The album is similar to 
its predecessors, albeit with the rough 
edged vocals and hurried guitar rounded 
off. Give or take some Grateful Dead and 
post punk guitar buzz on the fringes, there 
is no musical precedent here, no other 
group they can be readily compared to, 

Playing the devil's advocate, | asked Cris 
if they worried about 
getting popular for the 
__ wrong reasons, now with 
4, a major label pushing 
» their most obvious hard 
rOCk qualities [le 
replied, “Naah, | mean 
we already got signed for 
the wrong reasons. Jo 
| PAY whats right or 
| wrong Is going to put me 
in punk rock land. I’m 
not that. So to say, ‘the 
wrong reason would 


imply that there are right reasons to be 


signed. Like what? I wear thrift store cloth- 
ing or something? No, that doesn’t get it 
for me.” 

“We don’t stop at what you'd consider to 
be rock boundaries at all, or the human 
boundaries. ” 
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